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Temptation..Hesitation..Action 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this story isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


'lz~~zy, did anyone ever tell you that you have pretty lips." Axl purred seductively into the rhythm guitarists 
ear making him shiver. It was late and Axl was drunk. Very drunk. To the point where he forgot about his 


homophobic tendencies and started coming on to him. 


It was starting to get extremely uncomfortable. Especially when the redhead kept trying to put his hand down 


Izzy's pants after he came up with a cheesy come on. 


"I could lick em" Okay now Izzy was getting annoyed. Yes he wouldn't have minded a good fuck from Axl but in 
the morning he'd have to run for his life if they woke up in the same bed. Naked. Together. Dear god, Axl 


would commit suicide. 


"Fuck off. | don't want you." Axl pouted, leaning closer to him. 


"C'mon Iz, | know you're just as horny for me." Wet tongue running along his neck, soft bites. Izzy didn't 
respond. He took a cigarette and lit it, smoke filling his lungs. He, of course wasn't drunk, not in the least. Well 


not when he would most likely have to carry the singer back to their hotel. 


"Check for yourself if you want, I'm not turned on" Axl touched Izzy's crotch, feeling no bulge he glared. 


"Fuck.Man, please, just this once. l.l need it" The guitarist sighed. He was not enjoying this. He glared at the ash 
if the white stick as if it was the reason for his troubles. 


Let's say | do agree..you'll be pissed in the morning and | don't wanna deal with that shit man" A bright smile 
that made Izzy want to strangle him. He gave him that feeling a lot. 


"Let's go, | promise dude, that | won't be fucked up in the morning. |..really want you." Well, it wasn't an ‘| love 


you' both close enough with Axl. Izzy didn't give a high fuck, he wasn't horny but he wouldn't mind a fuck 


Besides, that's all it was to Axl right. 


Just a good fuck. 


Izzy shrugged, got up and started walking away in the direction of their hotel, Axl touching him along the way. 


„Just a good fuck.. 


TBC..maybe.. sometime. 


Out of balance depression 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this story isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


Hot lips on skin, clothes shifting, hands everywhere. The moment Izzy had stepped into the small little room, 
Axl had him pinned onto the bed, stripping him, kissing him. He didn't respond though. Axl growled. 


"Izzy, fuck, what's wrong?" He looked into pools of brown, different shades but all of them still as beautiful as 
the other. Even if they were dead half the time. Izzy wasn't a very happy person. 


"Nothing. You want this not me, remember." Gray eyes widened, what pleasure Axl was hoping to have flew out 


of his mind and now he had a problem to deal with. He sat on the side of the bed, pushing the sheets away. 
"Why do you act this way Isabelle?" Izzy's lips drew up, a bitter laugh escaping him. 


"What way, man?" Chuckles, cold and lifeless." Are you saying | have a problem?" Axl nodded, eyebrows 
scrunched together. 


"Fuck yeah..ever since I've known you.it's always brooding and silence. You never let anyone know your real 


emotion." Izzy sneered, sitting up on his elbows. 


"Fuck off. Excuse me for not talking more. | never thought..Hey aren't you supposed to be all drunk and 
horny?" Axl glared but it soon softened, turning into a light smirk 


"You thought wrong there cowboy. I'm perfectly sober, now tell me what you were gonna say and stop 


changing the fucking subject" Izzy sighed, eyes glancing to the ceiling and then Axl's gray orbs. 


"Just.don't Axl. You didn't care before and you don't care now." He rolled over, throwing his half unbuttoned 


shirt to the floor. But the singer had no intention of giving up. 


| care what you're going through, | just don't know WHAT it is...tell me." More laughter. 


"You're what l'm going through..." 


Axl lifted his head. Did Izzy just.He reached his hand out to touch black silky hair. He could feel Izzy shiver 


under his palm. "lz, |." 


"Yeah, just fuck OFF, I'm fine. | don't want you to think that you have to suddenly hang all over me or Il 
commit suicide." Red hair tickled his face and he looked up, brown eyes meeting gray. A smirk 


"You think I'd really do that in the first place?" 


Izzy smiled back. 


"Nah, You'd pretend like | never said anything. Then when we would be alone, you'd fucking follow me around 


making sure | wasn't going to kill myself" Axl nodded. 


"Yep, man you know me too well.so..still up for that fuck?" 


Izzy sighed. He sat up, catching the singer off guard. 


"Why not." 


TBC..maybe..This might be the end this time. 


Just leave... 


Disclaimer: | don't own Guns N' Roses and this story isn't true. | meant no malice or impeachment. 


Izzy's arms wrapped themselves around Axl's shoulders. His mouth everywhere but the singers lips. Axl took a 


moment to take in the guitarist smell, digging his nose into died black strands. 
"Damn, | could get high off you." Izzy smirked against his neck. 


"Bet you say that to all the girls." He batted his eye lashes seductively. Axl purred, throwing Izzy back on the 
bed and nipping his ear. His hand working fast to untie the buttons on Izzy's annoying jeans. 


He looked up, meeting sad, emotionless eyes. 


„Sadno they should never be sad, never emotionless. Axl growled. "Izzy, what the fuck! A minute ago we were 
in lust land and now we're back to square one! Listen, | am not drunk, | want this." Izzy pulled away, sitting up 


and running a hand threw his hair. 


'|.Dude, just leave, | knew you were sober after | smelt your breath, minty fresh... Axl's eyes widened, shock, 


hurt written all over his pale face. 


"WHAT so..you knew, damn youll? And you were just fine a fucking minute ago and now you're back to 


depressed mode, | don't fucking get it man" Izzy snarled, pointing to the door. 


"JUST GET THE FUCK OUT!" Axl didn't move, anger boiling up inside of him. He turned to look straight into the 
rhythm guitarists eyes. He clenched his fists tight, almost drawing blood from the marks. 


"Cut the shit Jeff. I'm sick of this. Everytime | do get make an effort to get close, you turn away or just pull 
this shit. Izzy.| really.lo--care about you but | hate when you do this." Izzy turned away, facing the wall. 


"| don't care, just go *William%." Axl growled He hated when people called him by his real name. 


"That's your fucking problem! You #never* care. The only thing you do care about is getting stoned." His voice 
fell down to a whisper. "Izzy, please stop acting this way.. |. love--" 


"No! Don't fucking say it. If you cared." Axl grabbed the other man, pulling him into a strong hold while Izzy 
struggled. 


"If | cared what? What happened that | wasn't there to protect you from?" Izzy sagged against him. He was so 
tired.. head pounding.. 


"| was..raped.." 


He passed out. 


TBC-- | promise, | chapter left. 


Going on without you 
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Light, soft snores that reminded Axl of an infants. Back gently moving up and down, black strands falling into 
deep brown eyes. He looked so content, so..different from his usual attitude. 


Axl's hand stretched out, feeling the smooth skin of the guitarists back He looked at the clock on the night 
stand, flashing 2:00 am. So late, how long since he had fallen asleep? The red head was so empty inside, so full 
of regret and confusion and need. 


If Izzy would just wake up..God, he had so much shit running through his mind, it wasn’t funny. How, when, 
where? He just didn't get it, when did it happen to Izzy..they were ALWAYS together. And what hurt worst 


was the fact that Izzy never told him. Small crystalline drops gathered in the corners of the singers eyes. 


The sheets ruffled as he turned around to meet endless pools of brown. He gave the smallest of smiles. 


"You're awake.." Izzy whipped at his eyes, shrugging. 


"Yeah." Izzy arched his back up, extending his arms, body flexing. "good sleep too." Lust passed across the 
vocalists eyes but faded as fast as it came and not his mind was overwhelmed with questions that he lost the 


abi lity to ask. 


"l.lzzy.we have to talk." Axl scrunched up his nose, fidgeting uncomfortably. "I don't know how to go about 
his.. guess I'll ask why?" The guitarist eyed him, frowning. 


"What do you mean ‘why'?" Axls fist clenched, hair spilling into his face, covering his expression 
‘| mean, why didn't you tell me.l thought." Izzy gave him a bitter smile, covering up his true emotions. 


".. | tried." Axl shot his head up, hair spinning around. 


"What the fuck do you mean? | don't--" 


"Don't you fucking lie." The tone in Izzy's voice sent chills up and down Axl's spine. Had he ever heard Izzy 


speak like that.. so dark and hate filled. He shuddered again. 


"And don't you dare fucking tell me that bullshit, | tried but you never listened" Axl wanted to roll his eyes 
but not now, not the right time. He instead settled for huffing, throwing his long red hair over his shoulder. 


"When did you try, huh? When did all this cra--" He stopped. What was he doing? Why was he getting angry, 
he shook his head, looking up and frowning. Izzy had his hands covering his face but Axl could hear soft 


whimpers. 


"Izzy." His voice came out gentle and he was grateful for that but the guitarist still didn't make an attempt to 
look up. He reached his hand out, lightly caressing his shoulder. 


"Don't you believe me..Bill?" Axl sighed. Anyone..anyone else, he would have most likely hit a guy for calling him 
that. That name, after his *father* and he despised it but not Izzy, he could never hit Izzy. 


"Yeah Iz but.l do, promise..but tell me who did it and when" Izzy curled up by his side, laying his head on the 
pillow and closing his eyes. Axl thought he was going to go to sleep until he began speaking. 


"Remember..back in tenth grade when my mom gave me her old beat up fire bird and | let you drive it to 
that Sandra Seals party a couple of days after?" Axl nodded, smiling at the memory of driving along the high 
way with his bestfriend even though he didn't have a permit and the damn thing could hardly run. Still fun as 
hell for the two of them. 


"Yeah, | remember. ' 


"The bitch had a huge crush on you..so did her brother." Axl made a face but didn't say anything. Izzy 
continued. "He fucking cussed me out every second he got, calling me faggot and shit when he was the one who 
had a thing for you. | didn't even know my own sexuality then anyway." Izzy bit down on his lip, eyes still 


closed. 


"Well, after the party, you were hammered and had gone upstairs with Sandra while | was left alone with no 


ride because you had the key and he was there..words were exchanged and things escalated." 


"STOP!" Izzy's eyes flew opened, glancing at Axl, seeing his face. He smiled. 


"I thought you wanted to hear it?" Axl shook his head. 


"| can piece together what happened..Oh god Izzy I'm sorry, *so*, so sorry." Izzy shrugged, turning over. 


"Yes, well, you wanted to know so | told you.. you weren't there for me then and you don't have to be now...” 


His tiny body shuttered. "sometimes | even wonder if you care now, the way you act." 


Anger, hurt and self-loathe flashed across the singers face. He knew Izzy had a point, he didn't make an effort 
really anymore to hang out with the guys, just them..together without him and Slash fighting or tension 


present in the room. 


He scratched the back of his head, sighing. "Yeah, you're right but there's just so many things we could 


improve on and Slash--" 


"Stop it.. you know that's not the *only* reason you don't hang out with us.. *her®. Axl opened his mouth but 
quickly closed it again. What could he say to that? 


"W-what do you mean?.." Izzy let out a string of soft laughter. Axl winced, rubbing his arm. 


"The fuck, damn it Axl, lying has become something your fucking spectacular at huh. So, you in love with the 
bitch or somethin’ because if you are you should tell her how hard you were when you were touching me.. 


Axl growled, deep in the back of his throat. 


Fine, you what? Yeah, | fucking am in love with ‘the bitch and you know what else? She's fucking *amazing* 
to fuck" The moment he said it, he knew he would regret it but there was no going back This was bound to 
happen. 


"Get out." 


"No, Iz, we need to talk about--" 


"| said get out" Axl slowly got up, feet tapping on the soft carpet floor until they stopped and he turned back 
to the guitarist. 


"Fine. I'll leave but Izzy.." He finally looked up, eyes locking with Axl's for a split second before staring at a spot 
above him. "This is the last time I'll do this, m *through® but | still am.sorry, | never apologize, don't forget 


that 


Izzy wanted to shout, ‘Is that supposed to mean something?!?* but Axl had left, taking with him Izzy's will to 
stay. He'd made a decision tonight. 


He was leaving.. 


Leaving everything behind. 


END--sad but | liked it. 


